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Best Friend 


Author's Notes: 
| don't own anybody. This fic is supposed to be the Ist of 3 Im going to do | hope not in a million years 


"So, you want to go?" 
"You mean, the two of us again?" 


"Yeah," 


"Ok 


| smile and turn around happily and leave you with that weird face at the door of your room. | head for my 
own to take a long bath and then get ready for this party, then watch TV, then probably take a nap, because 


as far as | know, I'll be able to do all that before you even finish your hair. Jonesy and Bonzo are not going, 


again, so | guess itll be just you and me, and hopefully we'll be able to find ourselves a good company for 
tonight, because well as they say, no one can resists us, mate. l'm grinning but suddenly a different thought 
arrives to my head. In fact it would be uh, good to have a change because l'm noticing right now, some things 


haven't really happened in the last days. 


Haven't seen you get girls in a while. | feel.strangely happy about that. Content. ..lt's just better than seeing 
you go back to that madness.. and see how you treat those girls so bad. Not surprised that after the incident 
with Lori and Miss Buell you had decided you had enough for a while. Poor girls you said the same to all of 


them.. and your wife | don't even want to think about her. 


Anyway, we've been going to these parties now, but it hasn't been like it used to be. Looks like not all rockstars 
enjoy having the "life of excess", being it literally all the time. Tell you what, I'm not sure if they actually enjoy 
it for real. As time passes you realize, if you let yourself, that all the affection those girls can give us will be 
as empty and brief as having nothing. But l'm not saying we wouldn't take it anyway. We've been going to these 
last parties, and sometimes we talk to one girl, two, but it doesn't go further than that, and at the end we go 

back to the hotel by ourselves, alone, just you and me, exactly like when we arrived. Wait, this is funny. 


Almost as if we were the ones on a.. 


| hear a knock at my door, open it, and there you are. Finally. | had been ready since like 4 hours ago. | smile 


widely at you. 


"Really? All that time for a blazer and a curly hair?" | know it's something like a suit, and it's nice. "It only took 


me an hour," | swing my hair to my back, giving you a half smile when you narrow your eyes at me. 
"Shut up | look more handsome than you." 


The occasion for this party is none other than Cole's birthday, so we gather here to celebrate he's gotten one 
year older and..not sure if wiser, but at least we came here while Jonesy and Bonzo thought they had more 


important things to do. Maybe because they knew Cole wouldn't care anyways. 


All the invited people gather around a table and we sit next to each other. But Cole makes us stand up again 
because he wants to say some words in his own birthday. We have just arrived and | can see he is already 
slightly drunk He starts giving his speech, coherent in about half of the sentences he says. Ok he is already 
drunk, but at least enjoying his birthday. | smile politely at the guests that are getting embarrassed, and then | 
see you staring straight at the buttons of my open blouse. Only for a few seconds, before you blink and look 
away, touching your hair and pretending you weren't looking there. What was so interesting about them, 
though? When we all finally make a toast, we look at each other automatically as we raise our cups. Cheers. 


We have a great time here, and despite it is not our birthday seems like we are the most important people at 
the table: they all look at us or pretend they don't. We have everything anyone could ever want, fame, fortune. 
And we are young, we will never be this young again. Still, there's always this strange feeling as if | think 


something is missing, or | miss something | don’t even have yet. 


So, it seems like | didn't hear that last joke; | only see you laughing. My best friend, how is it that | had never 
noticed you have such a beautiful smile? But why does it go away when you see l'm looking at you... now it's 


just so small. 


After getting a weird dizziness feel, | decide to go out for a while. | lean over the railing of this balcony, 
enjoying the fresh air. It's been a while since we last toured, | miss playing live already. l'm grinning. It's been a 
long time since | rock and rolled.. Many good memories from the last tour... | remember singing part of the 
lyrics to you on stage, don't know why | seem to enjoy that so much. It has always been like that. Same thing 
with, the fact that for some reason I've always felt so protective about you, even though you are older than 


me. 


Oh that time | yelled at Roy Harper! Hm- now that | remember it, it seems really hilarious. Maybe, just maybe 
| could have overreacted, but what a bloody asshole though, how did he even dare to say such thing to you. 
He didn't know you, of course not. Not like | do. 


We agreed to do a simple session with him, and everything was so well until he had to talk out of pure 
stupidity. He said, oh God | remember it, "Jimmy, are you out of tune there?" who did he think he was dealing 
with?, and above of all that he cut us right when we were having a good intro going there. He doesn't know 
you. Doesn't know that what you do is not play guitar, as simple as that, it's much more. | have known it ever 
since our first shows. So how could he think that of you. Poor guy | think | scared him when | raised my voice 


at him, "What do you mean, ‘is he out of tune'?? He's never out of tunel!" 


Catching that shy look on your face | decided maybe | should be a little more gentle with the lad, and | 
effectively proceeded to explain him how, in the sense we were playing you were not out of tune, because 
what the 3 of us had created was exactly what we felt at the moment, and indeed that is, music's main 
purpose for us now, the feeling of it. And after | was done with him, | turn only to receive that special smile 


from you. That one you do and | have never up to this day deciphered what it is saying. 


You must know better than me, because also, for the way you now look at me | can see it is different from 


how it used to be. But how different? 


Different certainly, because of all these things that have been happening since | don't know when. | have just 
noticed right now and it feels.. strange. How we suddenly realize we are sitting too close while reading the 
newspaper, how in all these past events the same phenomenon seems to happen, that in which our eyes 


strangely meet from any point of the room that we are in- 


"What are you doing out here." your voice shakes me away from my thoughts, and | turn to see you standing 


there with a drink in your hand | assume it's whiskey. 


"Thought you would be finding yourself a girl at this point, it surprises me" there is a mocking tone in your 


voice but a weird smile goes with it, that almost makes you look like you are glad | haven't. 


"Well | could say the same about you" | reply, raising an eyebrow in a rather playful manner, and it seems like 


you hadn't thought about it. You open your mouth as if to talk but instead you look down at your glass. 
"The whiskey was just more interesting," you reply with a small smile. The glass is almost full. 


"You can't win the argument Pagey, | can see how interesting it is," | grin, gesturing at it, "Why? Do you 
discriminate it because it's not Jack-" 


"No, this is for you actually," you say, not blinking an eye, and hand it over to me. 

As soon as you place it on my hand | see you frown lightly, perhaps asking yourself if it wasn't a bit odd at 
all, this you had done. | don't remember you doing this before, but | just thank you for it. You give me the 
drink and | notice you stare at me the whole time while | drink it. And you are not even conscious about it. | 
stare back at you as the glass goes up, then down. Sometimes we act so weird like this.. yet we decide to think 
of it as completely normal. 

You lean on the railing together with me, but instead of looking at the view, you fiddle with your hands a little. 
"So... are you having a good time?" you say with a simple smile. 


"Yeah | guess so," | return the smile. 


"Thanks to Cole?" you chuckle, because it was really funny to see him catapult his drink every time the waiter 


gave him a new one. 


"No, never thanks to him," | say dramatically, because actually at some point he got embarrassing even for 


me. 

"Maybe it's a little boring if the other guys didn't come, huh?" you say, shrugging a little. 

"Nah, not at all, you know." 

"Why?" and you sound curious for real. 

"Because | always have a great time with you," and | turn to look at you. 

You are used to people giving compliments, and I'm not even talking about the girls, but it still happens. Your 
delicate face breaks into a completely new smile, one | had never seen, the one you were always hiding but 
now, | can see clear. It is not contained anymore. 

And out of nowhere I'm here wishing you don't smile like that to anyone else.. and I'm scared. Scared like I've 
never been before. | feel my pulse going faster every passing second, because it scares me to suddenly realize 


how watching you hurts me as much as it pleases me. | can't deny anymore how attractive you are even if | 


want to. A truth hits me but | don't let myself hear it. Whether | consider myself a full grown up man or not, 


| have always been good at controlling myself. Its one of my signature traits. My emotions had never 


controlled me, put me down, defeated me over anything. They had never occurred by themselves. 


Because some things | was never supposed to feel them. Some things | thought | wasn't capable of feeling 
them. Some things | thought could never be out of my control. I've always known what | wanted, but now not 
anymore. We are standing here completely alone, and yet | can't help wishing you were standing even closer. 


My best friend, you were never just my best friend. 


| look at your face, the light illuminating the side your hair is not covering. You have seen by my look that 
something is wrong and now you are worried. You worry about me. Someone is calling you but you have gone 


deaf. What a tragedy it would be if Led Zeppelins guitarist had gone deaf for real. 


Really it was only a man, the bartender, who claimed you hadn't paid any of your drinks. He comes making a 
big fuzz all along the way and you turn to glare at him. He complains that you haven't paid anything but you 
say you were simply going to pay the check at the end of the party, and there wasn't really any problem. But 
he doesn't like having things done not his way. He didn't calm down and he said he wasn't surprised of you 


acting like that because you were just a "stupid spoiled rockstar who didn't have talent at all". Excuse me. 


And the next thing that happened, l'm glad and lucky the reporters weren't around to gossip about it, all | got 
was you being more shocked than grateful, Cole almost bursting to tears because "I had ruined his birthday 
party", many of the guests staring at me, and the guy stumbling and leaving immediately now with his mouth 
shut. Of course he was a coward. 


Because he hadn't stopped screaming, but when he put a hand on you, | punched him right in the face. 


